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else. No wonder. The rage and bitterness of
the communists are perfectly intelligible and the
mockery of the cynics hardly less so. There is a
sense in which one might say that America is a
place of torment, not merely to those who endure
the buffets of fate or suffer wrong at the hands
of their fellows, but to those who stand by helpless
and see what is going on.

And yet, as I have said before, heaven is as well
represented here as hell, and purgatory as either.

He who would understand America must take
his journey through all three, passing judgment
on none of them until he has seen the significance
of the other two. He must study the three in
their inter-relations, as he may find them here in
Chicago, co-present and interlocked; be careful
not to draw his conclusions only from what he
sees or hears either of any one or of all three;
correlate his day-view with his night-view and
not be content with a mere view of either, or
with the rumours they severally emit.

It needs to be remembered that the bulk of
civilization's miseries are hidden away in holes
where the passer-by cannot see them. The same
Is true of its vices, which show their faces in
the street but find out a secret place for their
deeds. Except for stray wanderers, the children
of despair avoid the light of day; they huddle
in dark cellars and crowded tenements; those
you see on the doorsteps are the less despairing.
The sick, the mad, the dying, the naked children